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GET YOUR STOPWATCH READY FOR... 
THE THIRTY SECOND CIGARETTE 


New SHORTS by Jockey 


the SHORT...SHORTER...SHORTEST cigarette 


For the discriminating smoker who heeds the warn- 
ings of Cancer Research and indeed fears for his life 
each time he lights a cigarette, Jockey ingenuity has 
devised the SHORT cigarette. 


The new SHORTER length can barely be extracted 
from the pack allowing one to give second thoughts 
to that next “coffin nail.” 


Short SHORTS, if lit, are good for, not 5 extra puffs, 
not 4 extra puffs . . . not even 1 extra puff. They're 
not good for any puffs at all. 


SHORTS, should the would-be smoker manage to 
get one to his lips, cannot be lit without singeing the 
tip of the nose, a reminder of the dangers of smok- 
ing. 

So, heed the warning on your pack of SHORTS... 
CIGARETTE SMOKING MAY BE HARMFUL 


TO YOUR HEALTH AND TO THE TIP OF 
YOUR NOSE. 


IF YOU HAVE TO SMOKE...MAKE IT SHORT! 


CONTENTS CONGRATULATIONS! 


You have just picked up and opened to the con- 
tents page the first issue of WILD magazine. For 
35¢ you can keep it. (Yes, we know, for a nickel, 
WE can keep it! ) 


BACK TO SCHOOL SPECIAL 


PROGRESS REPORT . . . SUPER GLOP 


WILD has been created to fill a tremendous gap 
which has existed for a long long time. The gap 
between the ears. The editors, writers and artists 
who have slaved long and hard to produce this 
first issue have endeavored to provide the very 
finest of their talents. If what is contained on these 
pages is it, Heaven help the next issue. 


WILD BOOK REVIEW 


WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? 


YOUNG MEN ON THE WAY UP 


WILD RECORD REVIEW For the discerning lower 5% of the population we 
at WILD think we may have something to offer. For 
the rest of the population .. . sorry about that. At 
any rate, for all you 5 per centers out there from all 
of us 5 per centers in here... 


WILD TV REVIEW 
THE PERFECT . .. COMBO 


THE ANATOMY OF A HIPPY EHHH? 


—  NUMBER1 


LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 


D. J. ARNESON, editor 
ORTON LEFFIELD, founder 


| 
“DEAR ORTON ...” 


SHOT STORY HENRY SCARPELLI, JACK SPARLING, 


NEXT MONTH IN WILD FRANK SPRINGER, JOSE DELBO, 


RUDY CRISTIANO, artists 


ALAN RIEFE, SIGNURD FREUD, LIONEL TRANZ, 
B. B. GUNN, FLORENCE EGWHYTE, writers 


photography by ROBERT HOEBERMANN 


WILD is designed, produced and published by Dell Publishing Co., Inc., 
750 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017. Entire contents copyright © 
1967 Dell Publishing Co., Inc. Neither the Publisher nor the Editor will 


be responsible for unsolicited material. Manuscripts must be accom- 
panied by self addressed, stamped envelopes. Fiction, semi-fiction and 
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Lb MBS To THE EDITOR 


_ EDITOR 


Dear Wild, 
If this is your first issue, how can you print letters to 
the editor? 


Elmer Saypol 
Wasatch, Mich. 


We printed yours, didn’t we, wise guy? 


Dear Wild, 
You probably don’t remember me but | was the guy 
who stopped into your offices about three months ago 
when you were just putting your first issue together. 
| was wearing a green suit and | had a small ana- 
conda around my neck. Anyway, it was around lunch 
time and | thought the door to your office was the 
elevator down. Well, the anaconda got loose and 
everybody was chasing it all over the place. By the 
time we finally found it everybody was famished so. 
we all went down to that fancy restaurant in your 
building and had a real terrific meal. Well, you 
probably don’t remember but | paid for the check be- 
cause all of you had forgotten to bring your wallets. 
You did say you would pay me back. 


Emil Tarsan 
Lead City, Colo. 


We don’t remember. 


Dear Wild, 
Are you going to run a joke page? If you are you 
can have this one for nothing. Two monkeys acci- 
dentally got on a boat bound for the U.S. After it 
had sailed all of the way across the Atlantic and was 
entering New York Harbor, the smaller of the two 
monkeys climbed up on the funnel of the ship in 
order to see better. Just as he got comfortably perched 
on the funnel the ship’s whistle blew a tremendous 
blast of steam which completely obscured the skyline. 
| can’t remember the rest of it. 

Joe Miller 

Stratford on Mississippi, La. 


We'd like to see one you'd charge for. 


Dear Wild, 

| had heard around that there was going to be a 
new magazine out and that it would be called WILD. 
Why? 

Samuel Spencer 

Des Plaines, Oklahoma 


Why is there going to be a new magazine out or why 
is it going to be called WILD? 


Dear Wild, 

| am a farmer. Except for when | went to Ag school 
for a couple years, | haven’t been more than thirty 
miles from the place here. But you’d be surprised at 
all the funny things a guy can see just driving his 
tractor around and around. A cousin of mine in 
Nebraska told me you were going to start a funny 
book so | thought | might send you some funny things 
that really happened to me. Course, | can’t send them 
until | know how much you pay for things like that 
but | can give you a sample. Ready, now? Here it is. 
One day | got up on my old Farmall, that’s a kind of 
tractor, and | hooked up the plow because | was 
going out to plow the south forty. | started the old 
thing up and popped the clutch and, danged if it 
isn‘t true, | had forgot to hook the hitch right and the 
plow fell clean off. Every time | tell that one around 
these parts people say | ought to write for a magazine. 
Lemuel Drench 

Ortonville, Minn. 


Don’t bother. We'll send you one. 


Dear Wild, 


| have to take issue with you regarding your essay on 
Mortality. You state that Mortality is an undeniable 
right which we should all fight, to the death if neces- 
sary, to keep. You went on to quote Spinoza as say- 
ing, “Give me Liberty or give me death.” Congratu- 
lations on that point for it was he who said it, but, 
you left out the most important part of the quote 
which, had you included it, would have knocked your 
argument into a cocked hat. He ended by saying, 
“But if you don’t mind, I'll take Liberty.” What do you 
think. of that? 

Reynard Tree 

N.Y. 


We think you've got the wrong magazine. 


Dear Wild, 
Yes. 


Samuel Spencer 
Des Plaines, Oklahoma 


Dear Wild, 

Is there really a Santa Claus? 
Virginia Simple 

Flatwallet, Missouri 


No. Virginia........ 


Address letters to the editor to, what else, Letters to 
the Editor, WILD MAGAZINE, 750 Third Avenue, New 
York, N.Y. 10017. Don’t expect an answer. 
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clamped 


hand because 
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cramp 


The student is a different breed. Unlike his disheveled, 
unkempt Hippy counterpart, the student is as con- 
scious of his appearance as of his grades. As a matter 
of fact, he may be more conscious of his appearance 
than of anything else. 


There are those students, however, atypical students 
one could call them in that they have gone on fo 
college fo study and perhaps learn something, who 
are merely content with being presentable. Stylish 
fashion is not for them. For this rare bird, an educa- 
tion is more important than social and fraternal func- 
tions, parties and beer busts. This is the guy you see 
creeping down the quad with a stack of borrowed 
books under his arm, on his way to the hovel where 
he lives probably to read them. 


It is this student which is, if not the backbone, at least 
the tailbone of our educational system. So, to the 
student of today who will be our leader tomorrow, 
we say... EHHHHH?! 
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Slide rule and 
holster for 
engineering 
problems, 
e.g. to hold 
belt together 


Pencil holster 
for other 
problems, 
e.g. to cover 
hole in 
trousers 


Shoes can 
never be lost, 
come when 
you call them 
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Long hair 
happens to be 
in style, 

saves haircut 
money 


Organization 
button is 
blank in 
case some 
organization 
wants him. Book carrying 
arm is 

14 inches 
longer than 
writing arm 
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Arm patches — 


N help save 
N wear and tear 
NN on jacket. 
Uy Also serve as 
sandwich 
‘ meat in 
Real food a pinch 
to remember 
what it 
looks like 


Socks are 
laundered 
one at a time 
in somebody 
else’s laundry, 
that way you 
always get 

it back. 

Who wants 
one sock? 
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4:37 AM, GET OUT OF BED AND FACE THE DAY. SLEEPING 
IN BASEMENT UNDER THE ELK’S LODGE HAS ITS RE- 
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.. RUSH TO ONLY CLASS WHICH YOU HAVE PAID FOR... 
WHICH STARTED or 8:00... 
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HURRY TO NEXT CLASS... 
TOHAIRDRESSER , 


S 


. 5:05, GET OUT TO FOOTBALL FIELD AND TRY 
AGAIN FOR AN ATHLETIC SCHOLARSHIP... 
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GET BACK TO FRATERNITY HOUSE TO SERVE DIN- 
SAME GUYS. . . ; 
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4:42 AM, DECIDE WHETHER TO SHAVE OR 
CUT THROAT. STUDY UNTIL... 
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HURRY TO DISPENSARY WHERE YOU 
CAN GET FREE MEDICAL ATTENTION. 
(ZS a 


_ CHANGE TO JANITOR’S UNIFORM. so 


. LOOK OUT FOR GIRLS ON THE WAY YOu WON'T LOOK OUT OF PLACE IN 


CLASS YOU — AFFORD... 
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7:30 AM WHEN IT IS TIME TOWAIT TABLES AT is 
FRATERNITY HOUSE FOR WHICH YOU ARE PAID IN _ EAT WEEKLY SALARY ON THE RUN... LOOK OUT FOR 
: SANDWICHES ... GIRLS ON THE WAY TO BEACH... 


> Ki Ne ? ie PON \ Se, = M 
SCOTCH TAPE YOUR OWN WOUND SO YOU 12 NOON WHEN IT IS TIME TO SERVE LUNCH FOR SAME 


CAN AUDIT AT LEAST ONE MORE CLASS GUYS WHO HAVE BEEN SITTING THERE SINCE BREAK- 
YOU COULDN'T PAY FOR . ... FAST 


up| Z 
— CD Ki | th VY 
3 PM, CLIMB TO EIGHTH FLOOR OF 


LIBRARY ...ON THE OUTSIDE... SINCE YOU 
CAN'T PAY OVERDUE BOOK FINE... 
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HURRY BA O ROOM, BEING READ BY FADING LIGHT AS 3 AM, ENJOY YOURSELF... 
CAREFUL OF OTHER STUDENTS THERE IS NO ELECTRICITY IN AN HOUR AND A HALF 
GOING OUT ON DATES FOR EVENING __ IN ELK’S BASEMENT... IT STARTS ALL OVER AGAIN! 
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FRATERNITY AND SORO 
Designed by an 
architecture major, 
buildings adjoin and 
have common rec room 


BANK— 
For withdrawals from 


parent's accounts only. 
ES Houses over 30 volumes, imited asse 
some with all 
es intact 
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SWIMMING POOL— 
Year round swimming 
for between classes, 
after classes and Ge 
during classes Es : } fi Se f 
“oy ¥ Ss : we WORLD'S LARGEST BEER HALL- 
Completely underground 
g except for entrance 
So it is always 
dark and cool. 
Gives scholarship 
aN 


PHYSICAL EDUCATION OFFICES— 
: Thirty three stories 
°, om te 4 | high, a suite for coaches, 
3 PHYSICAL EDUCATION PLANT- assistant coaches, 
World's largest assistant assistant 
stadium. Visitor seating coaches and waterbo 
in the end zone, student y 
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H everything but that’s 

(| 0.k. as only one 
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The privation, starvation and degradation of nearly eight years of hard work and 
study surely must lead somewhere. And, of course, it does. Naturally, a Bachelor's 
Degree isn’t enough in this world of high pressure living. Nor is a mere Master’s 
Degree. It’s the Ph.D. that counts...and it’s worth it! At last, after the struggle 
comes the reward...a teaching job!...and all of the benefits which come with 
it. Finally, DOCTOR Virgil Stoodint gets his...right in the chops! 
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But, is this to say that patience and hard work have such meager 
rewards as this? Not at all. With summers free to travel the whole 
wide world, what more could a man ask for? Too, there is the conso- 
lation that at least some of your kids will marry some rich, ex-Hippy 
and you can mootch off them. So, for all you struggling students, a 

word of advice... EHHH?!! ; 


PROGRESS REPORT : THE INVENTION OF 
puper a 


“EUREKA, IVEY a 


‘POLY-UNSATURATED, RICH IN VITAMINS 
AND MINERALS, LOW BUTTERFAT CON- 
TENT SQUISHY PLASTIC FOR PLUGGING 
HOLES IN AIRCRAFT CARRIERS / 


FOR YEARS HE TRIED TO GET AN APPOINTMENT WITH 
THE NAVAL AUTHORITIES AND FOR YEARS HE WAS PUT 
OFF WITH THE SAME EXCUSE...“GIVE US A DEMONSTRA- 
TION.” AS WINDOC DID NOT OWN AN AIRCRAFT CARRIER, 


HIS ONLY ALTERNATIVE WAS TO TRY TO SELL HIS INVEN- 
TION IN ORDER TO EARN ENOUGH MONEY TO BUY ONE. 


WINDOC ! WE AT 
AM-O COMPANY 
THINK YOU'VE COME UP 
WITH AWINNER | AREAL, 
lOO % WINNER, HOW 


A \: ONE-TENTH OF ONE PER: 
x y CENT OF EIGHT BILLION 
AM DOLLARS Z 


WIN WAS NOT MOTIVATED BY PERSONAL ( GREED. 
HE HAD LONG BEEN AWARE THAT IF A HOLE SHOULD 
FORM IN THE BOTTOM OF AN AIRCRAFT CARRIER, THOU- 
SANDS OF LIVES MIGHT BE LOST IF THERE WERE NO 
PLUG AVAILABLE. HIS PLAN WAS TO FURNISH EVERY 
_ SAILOR IN THE WORLD WITH A GLOB OF HIS INVENTION. 
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SOON, THE MIGHTY WHEELS OF INDUSTRY WERE SET IN y 
MOTION AND THIRTY SEVEN THOUSAND DIXIE CUPS THAT'S RIGHT, FERDY BABY, THE 


FULL OF SUPER GLOP WERE ROLLING OFF THE END OF TUBE! HERE...TAKE ALOOK,. 
THE ASSEMBLY LINE EVERY HOUR. WE'RE RUNNING A TEST ON OUR 


Veur..< DON'T UNDERSY DON'T WORRY, , ken: ~GLOP COMMEES 


| STAND! AREN'T YOU J FERDY BABY! : esny ie 
MAKING AN AWFUL LOT \\THAT’S ALL TAKEN S 


( 


7 ...90 DROP EVERYTHING 
Pe AND RUN RIGHT OUT TO 
dif YOUR MOMMY ANP TELL 
HER IF SHE DOESN'T BUY 
YOU THREE OR FOUR CUPS 
FULL OF SUPER-GLOP, 
YOULL THROW A TANTRUM 
LIKE SHES NEVER SEEN! 
NOW GET GOING! 


THE TUBE / 


RESEARCH AND DEVELOPMENT HAD TAKEN THE BUGS 
‘OUT OF WINDOC’S DISCOVERY...NOW IT WAS UP TO 
PROMOTION AND ADVERTISING TO TAKE OVER...AND 
THE REST IS HISTORY... 


FERDY WINDOC AND AMERICAN FREE ENTERPRISE IN- 
GENUITY....WILD SALUTES YOU. MAY YOU BOTH GET 
WHAT YOU DESERVE. 


ORTON LEFFIELD'S FAMILY ALBUM 


UNCLE HARRY THE DAY AUNT SIM PUT Too 
MUCH WATER ON HIS PRIZE ROSE BUSH 


M7 COUSIN TEX-I DON’T KNOW 
WHO THE LADY 1S 


MY FIRST PICTURE - HERE’S MOM 
BRINGING ME HOME FROM THE HOSPITAL 


MY PET PARAKEET HERKIE 
THE DAY HE FLEw AWAY 


UNCLE BILL- THE ONE WHO WAS ALWAYS 
PLANTING THINGS. HE SURE HAD A GREEN 
TAUMB...AND ARM...THE KIOS ON THE BLOCK 
CALLED HIM THE UGLY GREEN GIANT 
COUSIN Guy - GOSH ! 
HERE WAS A FUNNY GUY 
HE DESIGNS MENS HATS 


MY COUSIN AUDREY 
THE DAY HER BEST 
FRIEND TOLD HER 


THESE ARE MY UNCLES, 
TOM, DICK ANO Hoss 
THEY’2E ALL IN THE C.I.A. 


OUR NEIGHBOR. HARRIS— 
HE HAD QUITE A 

CRAB GRASS PROBLEM 
WHEN THIS WAS TAKEN 


THE ONLY TWINS 
IN THE FAMILY, 
LUIGI AND LUIGI,.. 
BOY, THEY LIKED 


EVERYTHING THE SAME 
ESPECIALLY TATTING 


COUSIN WERNER... 
NOBODY TALKS ABOUT 
HIM MUCH ANYMORE 


MY COUSIN RALPH THE DAY THEY 
CAME TO DRAFT HIM INTO THE ARMY 
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The invention of the printing press by Clyde Gutenburg remains man’s most remarkable 
achievement. Before the printed word there was nothing but a great clamor in the land as 
people went around passing on their heritage by word of mouth. Imagine the chaos when- 
ever more than two people gathered in a closed area such as the Marketplace. Hundreds 
upon hundreds of raggedy peddlers and flea bitten peasants, each with a whole lot more on 
their minds than having to recite some exceedingly dull epic poem about a local hero who 
went on the Crusades and slew dragons but who, because of the lack of books, were 
compelled to. do just that. How many times would one have to repeat the endless accomplish- 
ments of Reginald the Rotten before one got good and sick and tired of it? Not many, 
believe you me. Thank Clyde for the printing press!, we say. Yet, in that great stretch of 
time since the first book was written* how many books do we remember? True, there are 
those which still lie open on the bed table which we started last night, those we don’t forget 
...until tomorrow. But, how many books are unforgettable? There are but three. 


Reviewed with a fresh approach from the middle of the 20th Century, THE WORLD’S 
THREE GREATEST BOOKS continue to hold our interest. A tribute to the power, fore- 
sight, insight and, could we say, daring? of their authors. Over six months were spent in 
culling from the long lists of eager applicants the three most suited, respected and incisive 
reviewers of our age. Their words speak for them... the Books speak for themselves. 


“The first book ever written was, The Endless Accomplishments of Reginald the Rotten, 
written by an unknown peddler with.a sore throat. Editor's note. 
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FALL AND WINTER, 1967 _.... 


As difficult as it is for a critic to admit to making a mistake, I find 
that I must. I’m talking, of course, about the sensational new book 
by Sears. It doesn’t seem that long ago, but it was only last Spring 
that I reviewed SPRING AND SUMMER by the same author. It 
was then that I made the utterly silly mistake of saying publicly 
that I believed that; as a serious writer, Sears was finished. So, 


here I am, eating crow, C.r.0.W., crow. Sears new book is a smash. 
Yes, I'll say it again. A SMASH. 


But now, our errors admitted ... on to the book! 


In FALL AND WINTER, 1967, Sears has utilized his favorite 
ploy to capture his readers early. No sooner do we open the front 
cover than we find ourselves literally overwhelmed with Children’s 
Woolens. Well, who can put a book down after that? But, for 
Sears, such intrigue is merely a hint of what is to follow. With a 
rapidity which would completely fail in the hands of a lesser 
writer, Sears impinges our eager senses with a machine-gun suc- 
cession of Ladies Suits, Young Misses Blouses and Toddlers 
Socks. At this point we are breathless. But, is that all? Not by the 
hair on your chinny, chin chin. Just as we find ourselves gasping 
for but a moment during which we can collect our spinning senses, 
an entire chapter devoted to Ladies Underthings swirls before us. 
Jumping with the agility of a gazelle from Girdles to Thermal 
Underwear and then to Machine Washable Bloomers, Sears keeps 
us running after his fertile mind at a killing pace. 


I must slow down long enough to say that it is in the chapter on 
Ladies Underthings that I have my only serious disagreement with 
Sears technique. It is scarcely necessary to use the device of sex in 
a work of such major proportion. Yet, Sears continues to go into 
great descriptive detail in Bras and Garterbelts just as he did when 
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he was a struggling unknown. The intimacies revealed in Back 
Lacers versus Front: Lacers is simply too strong a broth for this 
reviewer and I wish he would stop.: 


The only slow moving section in the entire work, and it is nearly 
two thousand pages long, comes in Men’s Hats. Maybe it’s me, 
but Men’s Hats just doesn’t hold up, even under the Master’s pen. 
Fortunately, Men’s Hats is short and is immediately followed by a 
rousing section on Sweaters and Vests. Vests I really liked. 


A word should be said at this time about the unique style which 
Sears uses. Though his brilliant mind ranges from Tie Rod Ends 
to Ironing Board Covers, not once does his majestic style fail him. 
For example, on page 1347 he describes as follows: “Cotton 
Drawstring Laundry Bags. Big family size with cord drawstring.” 
Then, on page 1799 he details Fluffy Curtains thusly: “Dainty 
snowflakes are permanently flocked.” I mean, really, the man 
simply does not waiver in his style. 


And on and on and on and on. We travel the trail blazed for us by. 


the Master Writer through Model A Fenders to Bib Overalls until, 
all too soon, we reach the end. With heavy heart we put down, not a 
book . . . but an experience. 


Having now seen what this man can do, one sleeps better at night 
knowing that somewhere in the land of Giant Talent a pen 
scratches on yellow foolscap the notes that may soon be, we hope, 
turned into the long awaited, SUMMER BARBEQUE AND 
OUTDOOR LIVING SUPPLEMENT. Until he deigns let us 
know . . . we. can but hope. 


‘© 
Cranshaw Boyce Farthington, III GEA A 


MANHATTAN ,.. 


Colossal is the only word which can singularly describe a 
work of such magnitude. Unquestionably the longest novel 
ever written, one wonders how it was done. A work of this 
dimension comes, one would expect, but once in a millen- 
ium. Yet, the awe inspiring truth of the matter is that we 
have been blessed and re-blessed with countless other novels 
by the same author, that bulwark of fortitude, that master of 
character, that stickler for precise facts, the man who signs 
himself, at&t. 


Although I would prefer not to march into the fray again 
regarding the age old battle over who exactly is the man who 
is known to us in the literary world as at&t, I will depart for 
a moment to once more state that I have incontrovertible 
evidence which proves that he is one man and one man alone 
and not, as some in the critic fraternity believe (and particu- 
larly, Simon Elevon Wasatch who foolishly has gone on 
record as saying that at&t is ten men living in a monastery in 
Oregon) a collection of hacks working under the aegis of an 
ad man from Peoria. at&t is one man and he is living, thank 
_the Muse for that! 


That being settled, we wonder aloud again how one man 
could possibly create so many works in a single lifetime. 
Although we are here concerned with MANHATTAN, a 
full appreciation of the man cannot be had unless one re- 
members that DES MOINES, KEOKUK, EAST PEDER- 
NALES, COOS BAY and TUSCALOOSA, to name but a 
few, are from the same author. And who can forget SYD- 
NEY, NEBRASKA AND SURROUNDING TERRI- 
TORY? 


But what is it that makes MANHATTAN unique? Is it the 
intrigue? One is forced to chortle at such a suggestion for 
there simply isn’t any. Is it the pathos, then? Once more a 
chuckle breaks from within. Could it be the sex? Hardly! 
For, except for a curious mingling of characters, the book is 
devoid of the subject. Ahh, that word... CHARACTERS! 
That is the key. Yes, it is the utterly fantastic use of hundreds 


‘and hundreds of pages of characters which gives at&t his 


genius. Although there isn’t an accurate count of how many 
characters at&t has used in MANHATTAN, we know for a 
fact that there are over twelve times as many as he used in 
FARGO, NORTH DAKOTA. Perhaps more, who can 
count? 


But characters, one might ask? Orville Ramparts who wrote | - 
the BUILDING DIRECTORY for the Empire State Build- 
ing used characters, yet his work is not here praised. So did 
Evelyn Gunderschlaggen in her major work, LIST OF TEN- 
ANTS IN THE PENTAGON. And who talks about that? 
Then what is it? How does at&t do it when nobody else can? 


Through the simple device of artifice, that’s how. And here 
it comes, the disclosure I have yearned to make since I 
learned the remarkable truth... NOT ONE OF at&t’s 
CHARACTERS IS REAL! Every last one of them is a 
fiction based on some will-o-the-wisp. And how do I know? 
T’ll tell you how. -I randomly selected a character from 
MANHATTAN and dialed the number. And what did I 
get? This: “THE NUMBER YOU HAVE DIALED IS 
NOT A WORKING NUMBER...THIS IS A RECORD- 
ING... THE NUMBER... &c&c&c”. 


That, by friends, is genius! 


Orion Q. Phlegm Oran Qagee 


by Mrs. 


NEW MATH 


The NEW math, you ask. What was wrong with the OLD 
math, you say? At last we are blessed with the definitive 
work on that mother of sciences, Mathematics, by a person 
who is best suited to the task, a mother. ‘ 


Every schoolboy who has ever had hopes of becoming any- 
thing but an ordinary fieldhand has had to face up to the 
rigorous discipline of mathematics and its tricky companion, 
arithmetic. There is scarcely a field of occupation open today 
which does not at least require a minimum knowledge of 
the science which Isaac Newton himself called, ““Mathe- 
matica per avia est”. 


Consider a dentist. On the surface one would not think a 
dentist would have to understand mathematics. But, as 
every dentist should know, the human mouth contains 32 
teeth. He also knows that a set of golf clubs costs, for ex- 
ample, $128. Therefore, in order to pay for his clubs he 
knows that he must extract all of your teeth and that he 
must charge you $4.00 each for the job. Ah, but a dentist is 
a professional. Quite right. Yet, nonprofessionals must also 
know and understand mathematics. Who is the most unpro- 
fessional person you can think of? That’s right, the sales- 
person at your local discount shopping center. But their job, 
you say, is to stand in one place until it is time for a coffee 
break and tell everyone that the place where they are stand- 
ing is not their department. Mathematics for a job like that? 
Precisely. They must know that when the big hand is on the 
12 and the little hand is on the 10 it is time for the third 
coffee break of the morning. That is mathematics. 


Mildred Gnurd 


Now, what Mrs. Gnurd has done is to reduce the science to 
its barest essentials. She has eliminated all of the odd and 
sundry nuisance items which have plagued schoolchildren 
for years. Specifically, the rules. She has discarded all of the 
rules. 


Take “carrying” in multiplication. There is no longer any 
need to “carry”. Mrs. Gnurd justifies this by the fact that 
nobody really knows to the. exact number how much one 
number times another number is anyway so why “carry” 
anything extra? Close is close enough is her first maxim. 


In subtraction the concept has been changed to “less than”. 
When you start with a given number and then reduce that 
number by another given number you have “less than” you 
started with. Applying the rule of “close enough”, you are 
Close enough. 


Division has been permutated to “into” and “not into”. One 
places the two numbers side by side. If they are the same, 
the one will “go into” the other. If they are not the same the 
reverse applies, they will go “not into” one another and must 
be discarded. 


Addition has been reduced. to utter simplicity and it is here 
that Mrs. Gnurd’s great understanding of mathematics 
shines through. To add one number to another, simply use 
beans. One bean for each number. Change them from one 
pocket to the other. The number of beans when you are 
through is the “bean sum”. 


Greater detail cannot be gone into for it becomes quite tech- 
nical. Suffice it to say that Mrs. Gnurd has done humanity a 
great service. She is now working on a simple method of 
canning peaches. 


Bee 


Taylor Tyler Smek. 


THE MATCHBOOK BOOKS 


' Following the remarkable invention of the printing press were numer- 
ous innovations in publishing which were designed to get the printed 
word to the hordes of eager potential readers who, to that point, were 
hapless illiterates or worse, Professors of English. 

Some early efforts at mass publishing met with total failure. There was, 
for example, the classic catastrophe still discussed in publishing circles 
of Silvid Cranshaw. Cranshaw, an Early American, was a glass blower 
of some repute. Seeing the coming demand for reading material, Cran- 
shaw devised a printing press which would print the daily news on glass 
bottles. A fortune in wealth was nearly his when it was discovered that 
his newspapers smashed on delivery. Paperboys had not yet learned 
how to loft a newspaper into the treetops. 

Another case of premature success was that of the crackerbook. Called 
saltines, these early books were printed on small wafers of baked dough. 
They quickly fell into disuse as readers who preferred their literature 
in bed found they could not sleep after reading a few handsful. 


At last, however, a truly mass reading media was invented. The 
MATCHBOOK has now come into its own. Early versions of this out- 
standing format were limited to titles like, EAT AT JOE’S and CLOSE 
COVER BEFORE STRIKING. But, readers’ demands for more sub- 
stantial material created the new look in matchbooks. 

Following are some classic examples of the brilliant reading that is to 
be had for nothing. There are no words which aptly describe the genius 
which is reflected on these tiny, omnipresent books. None that are print- 
able, that is. 


VALUABLE 
- PRIZES 

for selling 
greeny 


feed 
EATAA CASH? 
Borrow: Pay Back: 
| 41.00. 2o0. 


| 100,00 


oo ee 
WETTING! . 
—GiveTo 


BOY a GIRLS! : -— 
| on oe 


FILTHY RICH | “FIRST MONTH a 
inthe | 
_ GARBAGE BUSI 


11 agit VTE 
A & 
J i Pal , 


f | | 


NAPOLIONI 


e@ is the proud owner 
’S LARGEST BUST. A 


LANDED! 


sight to behold, she carries her FLYING SAUCERS 
bust in a wheelbarrow. HAVE ACTUALLY 


Maynard Krebs 
of SunnyRest 


Outpatient Clinic 
KS AN said so. f 
Y ih 


KING KONG 

wore a wig in 

the motion picture, 
BEN-HUR. 


Would You Selieue 17 


JEFF BROADSTROKE 

of the Montevideo, Minn., 

Y.M.C.A. is able to swim 
100 yards in 2 seconds. 


ORVID NIL of Zermatt, 

Switzerland, invented the YODEL 

while on a mountain 

climbing expedition 

when his companion 
accidentally stepped 

; on his hand. 


THE LONGEST 
WORD IN THE GEFRELZER BILDUNGHEITIKEIM 
WORLD is ge- TUN GAN GESGPATZERINGT | 
Sipe alee INKERDONGERBALL ZOR (NNN 
- gespatzeringtink- TICHINMERK "Gi 
—— 1 NS) 


erdongerballzor- 


Ges 


tichlymerkolrabi- Gs KS 
spit. It means, we 
“Be Concise,” in : ne 
German. 


DARLENE JARVIS 
of Craggy, Colorado, 
raises rocks in 

2 her back yard. 


coined the 
phrase, 
“Hey, Buddy, can 
you spare a 
Dyme?” while 
facing a firing 
squad in Spain. 


bene 
cs) 


WILBUR 
TUSH 

of East Happenstance, Kansas, 

grew a turnip one inch long. 


YOUNG 
I MILEIN 
OW Wiens 
WAN? Op» 


In a recent address before Congress, the newly-elected Junior Senator from a prominent Southern State remarked on the need for 
the Nation to recognize that the hopes for a bright future for our country and for the world lies with our youth. Following is the com- 
plete text of Senator Phew’s remarks, direct from the Congressional Record: “Mah friends, and you ah mah friends, we ah gathered 
here today for a most auspicious occasion, the fo’ty fo’th anniversary of Sumthin’ 0’ otha. On this grreeaat occasion, ah would lak 
to ask foah yoah support of a very wo’thy cause. The Youth of America. (A? this point the Senator dropped his voluminous notes 
immediately following which three of them were passed into law=MildredBird Kritsch, Senate Stenographer) Although Senator 
Phew’s remarks are lost to posterity, we are in full accord with him that the youth of America should be honored. Therefore, we salute 
the following Young Men on the Way Up for the contributions they are making to the future. 


SCOT “Eagle Eyes” DASHING, 22. 
To some the National Defense is just a slogan. To Scot Dashing, it is a sacred 
trust. As a jet pilot in the Navy, Scot amazes his shipmates and flying com- 
panions with his unique shooting style. He has never missed ANYTHING yet. To 
Scot the question is not, ‘Friend or Foe?”, it is instead, “Where?” It was Scot 
Dashing who, at the height of the Cuban Missile Crisis when all about him were 
losing their heads, made the memorable statement which will be remembered 
by fliers forever, “'Has anybody seen my airplane?” Keep ‘em flying, Scot. 


MARVIN 0. BIBBER, 25. 
Marvin is one of that rare breed of men who qualify as the standard makers of 
the world. Gifted with an uncommonly sensitive palate, Marvin has put his 
talents to work in the beverage industry where he adroifly samples and passes 
judgment on the finest product of the vintner’s art. If it weren't for dedicated 
young men like Marvin, our great heritage for fine food and drink might very 
well pass into oblivion. As it is, Marvin very well may. Down the hatch, Marv. 
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RANDOLPH “Smoky” BAER, 18. 

Our nation’s forests and wildlife owe much to selfless men of devotion to duty 
like Smoky. From early morning to late at night the verdant parks and woods 
of this great continent ring with the familiar phrase which Smoky coined while 
on fire watch in West Texas, “Stamp out that forest fire, buddy, or I'll hit you 


with my shovel.” Smoky has matured a great deal since then, but on that one 
score he will not accept compromise. Just try to. light a cigarette and, POW, 
right in the mouth. Crush those butts, Smoky. 


VICTOR “Jock” SHORT, 21. 

Probably the world’s greatest living pole vaulter (there are no dead pole 
vaulters) Jock is an example of pure, unadulterated fortitude, stamina and 
endurance. When he was only 6 years old and only 3 feet tall, Jock set for 
himself the goal of carpe the world My vault record. Now 15 years later 


and still 3 feet tall, Jock is still going for that record. Kidded about his stature, 
Jock is quick to remark, ‘I'd be just as tall as you if | didn’t keep landing on my 
head.” Heads up, Jock. 


DR. HUGO SCHNITT, 29. 
Schnitt is a most remarkable young man. Until he was 28 years old he had no 


‘desire to be more than a good corn and bunion man like his father. But, while 


reading Alice in Wonderland before his aftrnoon nap one day, he became in- 
trigued with the Queen’s remark, “Off with their heads!” On that day a great 
surgeon was born. Schnitt is currently working in research where he hopes to 
find a speedy method of open heart surgery which will allow the surgeon 
enough time in the afternoon for an extra round of golf. Keep stabbing at it, 
Doc. 


STANLEY “Wyznechnic” WYZNECHNICOWSKIVYCHOWZKI, 43. 

Though somewhat older than his teammates, Wyznechnic has reason to be 
proud. For 30 years he paid pees right tackle for the North Philadelphia 
Greasers and has never missed a game. Though the Greasers have played only 
6 games in that time, Wyznechnic is undaunted. Says he, “If | hold out long 
enough, one of the big time coaches is bound to see me play. He's just got to.” 
In the meantime, Wyznechnic keeps in shape by letting his wife knock him 
around. His wife, by the way, plays left tackle on the same team. Buck that 
line, Wyznechnic. 
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IRVING “Squirt” WASSER, 24. 
Squirt is a classic example of boyhood ambition being realized. When only 2 
years old, his father set fire to his crib. From that day on, Squirt has been a 
dedicated fireman. Even in high school Squirt would amaze his classmates by 
puiting out cigarettes from across the room with the small tank type fire ex- 
tinguisher he carried on his back. Now a full fledged member of the Wegdahl 
Hook and Ladder Company, Squirt says, “Where there’s smoke there's fire and 
where there’s fire, there’s Squirt. Ha ha ha.” Ha ha ha, Squirt, Keep your hose 
clean. 


STANLEY “Bwana” LIVINGSTONE, 27. 
Raised in a Lower East Side New York slum, Stanley Livingstone has had a love 
affair with bugs since one of them dropped into his Pablum bowl at the age of 
one and a half..Unable to afford a formal education, Bwana won the hearts of 
millions of New Yorkers... and a scholarship to the University of the Congo... 
when he trapped 437 Mason jars full of bugs and presented them to the Mayor. 
“Don't come back,” Mayor Langostina said, and Bwana has not been back 
since, Now, somewhere in the darkest parts of Africa, Bwana pursues his prey 
and, as he nets them, shouts, ‘Gotcha, you creepy $.0.B.! Go get ’em, Bwana. ° 


REGINALD “Flip” FISCHER, 22. 
A member of the socially prominent family of the same name, and soon due to 
receive the bulk of the Fischer Foot Salve fortune, Flip has not let his social po- 
sition or wealth affect his life. ‘I am a superior person and should not have to 
work,” smiles Flip. Unable to finish his education due to the unwillingness of 
any school to accept him, Flip has become the nation’s greatest Sportsman. 
Angling is his forte and he spends many pleasant ‘hours on the roof of his New 
York penthouse angling for children playing in the streets below. “Wouldn't 
one of them look great over my mantel?”, says Flip. You're sick, Flip. 


RUSSEL “Cannon” FODDER, 21. 
“Cannon” joined the National Guard at the outset of the current crisis hoping 
to find safety there. When his unit was activated the next day, Cannon went 
along with the gag. Now a Second Lieutenant in the Artillery, Cannon says, 
“T've found a home in the Army.” Cannon is currently stationed in Washington, 
D.C., where his unit is in charge of shooting off 21 gun salutes for visiting dig- 
nitaries. He was reduced one rank last fall for. sinking the Russian Delegation 
as they steamed up the Potomac. Through it all Cannon says philosophically, 
“CAN YOU SPEAK A LITTLE LOUDER?” Fire when ready, Cannon. 


NEEDLE DR 


by U. Cyprian 


PPINGS 


Hi all! Medicare is here and Big Daddy 
is now on a fee splitting kick with all 
septas’, octas’, nonas’, and other non- 
young types. And out of the east comes 
a new, very flair group—all grand- 
mothers—proclaiming the pleasures of 
the twilight years and the bright side 
of being deathly ill. Youngest member 
of the group is drummer Wanda Crykie 
—81, Leader is Elsie Foe, 86, on the 
Mountain Fiddle! 


It's Elsie and “The Arteries” and their 
first disk is an LP for Scene Isle Rec- 
ords. Title: “Take A Pill” recorded live 
in the out-patient corridor of Shono 
Mercy Hospital in New York City. 


Side 1 Side 2 Side 3 
“Take A Pill” “Be Medicareful, “A Death In The 
It's My Heart” Family Mambo” 


“Pay As You Go “Theme From 
Burial Society Anasthesia” 
March” 
“The Shadow Of 
Your Lung” 


“Dried Up And “Isn't It 
Lonely” Rheumatic 


” 


Scene Isle Records 
e he 


Also this month look for: i YR eo y a DLE 
Albums: Gas Dog Haley and The , 
Constrictors — “Picking 
Lettuce and Other Pro- 
test Songs” 


Singles: Myra and The Shovels— 
“Get Off My Comet” 


Bloodletters —‘‘The Pot 
In Linda’s Window Box” 


Also the Brilliant Clams, 
Underground Birds, Plas- 
tic Harps... 


See you next month. Until then, keep falling down. 


27 


w\h s 
PWS "ae 
<P [+ 
a ir \ 2 
ae 
and ie 
‘fe Sa 
Ee, 
== 
if “ ©, 
ICY = 


Ni 
\ a4 
q 44 , <s 
\ Bios « 
4 ( O 
> 2 


wc 


TAKE A PILL (Copyright: Aiken Music Co. Scene Isle Records—1967) oe cs 


Americans, let's face the facts, we're hopeless hypochrondriacs . . . Jy, 
We’re hooked on ev'ry pill we see, we pill-ers of society O, 

~ Let your family druggist stock you ees 
Thirty bucks a week he'll sock you A= EB. 
If you find yourself in hock you take a pill. IVa SS 
Take a pill, pill, pill, don’t jump off that window sill G oe ects) 
Take a pill, take a pill, take a pill, NE ) 

ZEON 
“CG —e ii} | 

They now have pharmaceuticals that tranquilize your cuticles ft 
They'll stop your nervous twitching and your dandruff scales from itching —~ \\ 
Take a pill for each affliction < c) 


he ¢ 
Runny nose or lousy diction ; * 
Or intestinal constriction, take a pill. i ¢ 


WK 

WN ONS 

% Cae 
. wi 4 

Take a pill, pill, pill, give your thyroid glands a thrill ~? \, 


Take a pill, take a pill, take a pill. 


eel 
If you're ill there’s no perhaps you'll need multi-colored caps a ££ 
If your tongue displays a coating, or your stomach gas is bloating : a \ 
Trust your tried and true physician ce co ND 
He'll prescribe for your condition rl 4 : ; 
Don’t deny him his commission, take a pill. fH j —.. » 
J ¢ 
Noe 


Take a pill, pill, pill, try the green one, it’s a dill 


Take a pill, take a pill, take a pill. : OS \ 
aa 
Si XZ ly 


Give the A.M.A. conniptions, learn to forge your own prescriptions oN Pa 
Get a pestle and a mortar, second hand they cost a quarter 
You can knock out gingivitis 


Plena sSO\ 
Or incipient phlebitis 7 oe Yer’, lox 
Or the little bugs that bite us with a pill. } WW ae : 
ve y ad 
ll 
Take a pill, pill, pill, past your tongue it’s all downhill 
Take a pill, take a pill, take a pill. - 
GY | 
hy we 

They dare not share our nation’s wealth, our health in bottles on a shelf ore 
Those die-hard non-consumers, without pimples, pains or tumors CH. 
Without need for citronella : VA 
They are healthy, but they’re yellah 1 ZA 
And they make me nauseous, fellah, where’s my pill? S vA Al ij pit 

ihe I 
Take a pill, pill, pill, happy day, | have a chill ses Fay Mi Lat 
Take a pill, take a pill, take a pill. = 

p p p mi | ‘S \N 
= 
Bu 

My sad condition’s no disgrace, it typifies the human race Bae! 


We've proved that pills have earned their place, we're tossing capsules 
into space. It’s matter over mind, you imbecile!!! So take a pillllI! 


Ratings aren’t the only things which keep a popular television show H O G | E Ed S$ H E R oO E. S 


on the screen week after week after week. The basic plot of any par- 


ticular series is equally important. For example, the fact that Richard TH. E R O T P. ATR OL 
_ Kimball in THE FUGITIVE keeps coming back for more is built into ee | | Ss S$ ! | O RY P] 
a 


the script. No script can have him disappear forever down a manhole. 


This being the case, WILD asks the question, WHAT WOULD Ae / | D | G U, L O U. Ky 


HAPPEN IF...4 New Man Wrote the Scripts for 


HOGIE’S 
HEROES 


THE DRAMA, PATHOS, SUFFERING AND 
SOMETIMES, COMEDY, OF A PRISONER OF 
WAR CAMP DURING THE SECOND WORLD 
WAR IS THE THEME FOR HOGIE’S HEROES. 
SOMEWHERE IN GERMANY LIES STALAG FUNF. 


THIS IS IT, MEN. THE PERFECT ESCAPE, : : THIS IS IT MEN, E-DAY. ESCAPE DAY. 

IF EVERYTHING GOES RIGHT, COLONEL : IN EXACTLY TWO SECONDS BABY BEAR WILL 

KLUNK WON’T KNOW WHAT HAPPENED.) = CREATE A DIVERSION BY ATTACKING THE 
=) EM | Grinobnl ro eur You cuts out or 

: : ‘AT'S A BRILLIANT PLAN, COLONEL HOGIE, F 

EH WHAT, COR BLIMEY, TALLY HO, AND HERE, SO MAKE IT GOOD. ONE...TWO... 

ALL THAT ROT. ; Boy : 


SHOTZ, YOU IDIOT. THEY ARE GONE... EVERY 
LAST ONE OF THEM...GONE. WHAT WILL 

WE DO? WE’LL HAVE TO CLOSE THE CAMP.. 
SEND ALL OF THE GUARDS HOME...STOP 
THE MILK DELIVERY... CANCEL THE SHOW 


GET A MOVE ON, LE BLEW... SOMEONE 
IS COMING, 


1 


See SOMETHING... NOTHING! 


/ 
Z A 
MON COLONEL, YOU ARE.. 


| a MAGNIFIQU 
"OFF MY HEAD. 


SOMEWHERE ON THE BURNING SANDS OF 
NORTH AFRICAN DESERT DURING WORLD 
WAR TWO, FOUR LONELY MEN CONSIDER 
THE ODDS AGAINST THEM.... 


‘ 


IT DOESN'T LOOK GOOD, MEN. JERRY HAS US 
SURROUNDED ON ALL FOUR SIDES. OUR 
RADIO IS BROKEN SO WE CAN'T CALL FOR 
HELP...AND HEADQUARTERS THINKS WE 
ARE ON A THREE DAY PASS. 


ee 


ALWAYS. WE KNOW YOU'LL MAKE THE 
RIGHT DECISION. 


IT WON'T BE EASY...BUT WE KNOW 
WHAT TO DO. 


se, WE’RE DOWN TO THREE BULLETS, ONE 
; GRENADE AND A TEACUPFUL OF GASOLINE 
| FOR THE TWO JEEPS. THERE ARE OVER TEN 
THOUSAND FRESH GERMAN TROOPS WITH 


| WHAT WILL IT BE, MEN? 


ERGY 


THANKS, MEN...THEN, LET'S GO! 


C77; oe. 


MISSION: RIDICULOUS 


SSS’ 
SSAA 
SS: 


A FOREIGN AGENT HAS SECRETLY 
INFILTRATED THE C.1.A., THE F.B.I. AND THE| 
B.S.A. HIS NAME IS PETROV BUT HE GOES 
UNDER THE NAME OF CHIEF, HE HAS 
CLEVERLY CONVINCED THE SECRET SERVICE, | 
THE G-MEN, THE NEW YORK POLICE 
DEPARTMENT AND THE JOHN BIRCH SOCIETY 
HE IS, CHIEF OF THE C.1.A., F.B.I. AND B.S.A. 


i 
SO FAR OVER THIRTY AGENTS OF EVER ; 
NATION IN THE FREE WORLD HAVE TRIED TO 
KIDNAP PETROV AND HAVE FAILED. THOSE | 
THAT LIVED MAY BE HOSPITALIZED FOR 
YEARS. YOUR MISSION THEN IS TO... KIDNAP 
PETROV...WHAT IS YOUR ANSWER? 


mI | 
SSS 


Nee 


HE IS CONSTANTLY UNDER THE PROTECTIO 
OF NEVER LESS THAN EIGHTY THREE ARME 
BODY GUARDS. AS HE HAS FOOLED EVERY- 
ONE INTO THINKING HE IS ON OUR SIDE, 

NOBODY COULD GET CLOSE TO HIM WITHOUT 
BEING SHOT ON THE SPOT. 


ATTENTION, MIFFED FORCES...HERE IS 
YOUR ASSIGNMENT...BE CAREFUL THAT 
NOBODY HEARS THIS RECORDING BUT 
YOU...THE FATE OF THE WORLD RESTS 
ON YOUR ANSWER.... 


& 


Gie PERFECT... 
CCMBC 


How many times have you asked yourself,« ‘l 
wonder what it would be like if all the great 
names in one field got together?’’ Never? Well, the 
question did occur to us at WILD. To see what 
would happen, we took the problem to the fa- 
mous caricaturist, Rudy Cristiano, and dumped it 
on his head. Here is Rudy’s concept of THE PER- 
FECT COMBO. Treat yourself to a meatball if you 
correctly identify everyone in the illustration. 
Coming soon...THE PERFECT GANGSTER FILM! 
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” AND WE CAPTURED THEIR 
NATIONAL FLAG.» 


“YOU KNOW VERY 
WELL WHAT 
MONOCLE* 


“JUST FOLLOW THE 
YELLOW BRICK ROAD.” 


” |'\\ FOR STAYING IN VIETNAM 


NO MATTER WHAT THE COLLEGE 
KIDS SAY. 


“HIS STORY CHECKED OUT, LIEUTENANT, 
WE SEARCHED HIS PAD AND HE DOES 
HAVE A PORCUPINE. 


QUATIUA 
50174 


“OKAY, I SAW IT —NOW HOW DO I GET OUT 2° 


SEASIDE 
AQUATA RIO 


Aes 


“WE JUST USE IT FOR WADING.® 


“WATCH OUT | 


FOR HIS 
LEFT,* 


“BY GEORGE! DO YOU REALIZE THAT THESE 
VOODOO RITES COULD BE THE ANSWER TO 
THE POPULATION EXPLOSION ?* 


pi.Hassick 


“THAT'S RIGHT, I WANT FOUR AND 
TWENTY BLACKBIRDS.* 


“YOU KNOW, SOMETIMES I THINK WE SHOULD 
GET OUT OF VIETNAMS 


“IT'S JUST THAT THE PORT BOYS DON'T HAVE 
THE ESPRIT DE CORPS THE STARBOARD 
BOYS HAVE.” 


“NOW YOU KNOW WHY 
I HAD TO JOIN. | 


filets! 
Q mea 
nile! 


“WE WANT TO TALK TO YOU ABOUT THE 
RUST ON THE SCHOOL VICTORY BELL* 


Uniform cap— 
a memento 

of my first 
arrest 


Rose colored glasses— 
to see things 

the way itis, 

baby 


The ANATOM 


\e/ 


Earrings— 
in case © 
nobody 
notices the 
other stuff 


Powerful flower 
cast iron, 
for emergency 


use against 
nightsticks 


HIPPY! 


Dad’s lawyer’s 
in case the 

fuzz don’t go 
along with 
the gag 


Hair— 

at least it was 
the last time 

I noticed it . 


Beads— 
made this 
myself out of 
banana seeds 


The enigma which surrounds the growing cult of 
Hippiedom becomes more and more difficult to 
fathom the closer one gets to the basis of it all, 
the individuals who espouse the Hippy philos- 
ophy. Camouflaged and concealed beneath an 
almost impenetrable mass of paraphernalia 
which consists of virtually anything that might 
be found in an Army and Navy Store or on the 
back shelf of Aunt Hattie’s storage closet, the Hot-line hom 


Blackboard placard— 
to carry the 

latest hip 

saying 


fy Navel cap— 


uninitiated is overwhelmed to the point of not Momis never oo ‘to cover the / 
being able to see the body for the boodle. more than a Ray j reminder I'm/. 
collect call may | * cut loose 


In order to clear the air regarding this latest away 
fad once and for alll, the cult of the Hippie has 

been thoroughly analyzed by the staff of an 
independent research organization for this pub- i 
lication. The basic questions of Who are They, : pctanar 
What do They Do, What do They Believe, When Guitar— ~ 7 f TZ discharge 
do they Wash, Why don’t They Wash, Who do — can't play but p “ ' Le | py p & 
They Wash With, How Do They Get Anything to !ooks good Ss : A y N 
Eat, Why do They Bother to Eat, Where do They 
Live, Who Were They Before, Where Does it 
Lead, are all studied in depth. 


from Mom 


Drop-out diploma 
expulsion from 


The following pages contain an unbiased, im- 
partial, uncritical, non-incriminating study of the 
world’s greatest put-on since Charles DeGaulle. 
When all is said and done, one is prompted to 
recall the immortal words of our great idol, 
Orton Leffield, who said on meeting his first 
Hippy, “Are You Kidding?” 


| Travel kit— 
for trips out 


Shoes— 
hand made 
by Hippies 
from leather 
supplied 

by Mom 


2 


~ Feet— 
Real flowers— “777% dirty 
to keep up gil 
the image \ 


37 


Ernie Tiddle, age 21, prema- 


turely bald. Ernie was unable 
to get a date, a job, or even a 
meal at his own mother’s 
house. Ernie faced a rugged 
future, especially in view of 
the fact that it was his life’s 
ambition to be in a Dippity- 
Goo television commercial. 


What did Ernie do? He got a 
hairpiece. And has his life 
changed! Now Ernie eats all 
of his meals at home... free. 
His mother has even asked 
him for a date. Ernie has 
wrenched his arm three times 
heating away girls who want 
dates with him and he has 


broken his wrist twice beating — 
off boys. As for the Dippity- 
Goo commercials. Who needs | 


them, especially if your hair 
is glued on? 


BEFORE AND AFTER 


Subtle changes in our dress, in our speech, in our habits and in our philosophy often go to create equally subtle changes in 
our whole outlook on life. A smile instead of a sneer creates friends, a clean shirt instead of a dirty one may mean the 
difference between getting a job or not and an attitude of prosperity often breeds wealth. What happens then, when the subtle 
changes wrought by the Hippy Philosophy make themselves apparent in Today's Children? Here are some average examples: 


Eloise Sweet, age 18, pretty, 
vivacious...a knock out. Here 
was the girl voted, THE MOST 
LIABLE TO. As a Freshman in 
college she passed every 
course with A’s without at- 
tending classes. A smile from 
her lips was all her professors 
needed to grade her. She em- 
ployed three full time social 
secretaries and kept two full 
time parents working two 
jobs each. Future: Bright. 


Ralph Armbruster, age 20, a 
health addict. Ralph was born 
on a farm in lowa where he 
learned to drink milk at a very 
early age. One day out in the 
harn, Ralph looked at his 
Skinny little body and said, 
“Vm going to grow big and 
strong so the next time dad 
asks me to feed the chickens 
I can clop him on the neck.” 
Ralph grew, all right. By the 
time he was 12, he quit wres- 
tling chickens, clopped his dad 
and left home. 


Then Eloise went to a “fun 
thing,” they called it. A fast 
talking Hippy in civvies, re- 
cruiting new “people things” 
slipped a banana into her 
Coke. After that there wasn’t 
much hope... she was hooked. 
Within a month she had sold 
her Pom Poms to buy bananas. 
Within a year she was up to 
three hands of bananas a day. 
Now she employs three chim- 


panzees dressed as children 


to “feed the thing on her 
back.” Future: Full. 


Ralph went to Muscle Beach , 


in California where he laid 
them out with Neck Clop. He 
was on his way to Hollywood 
to audition for a movie role 
when he met a Health Food 
Hippy. From then on it was all 
down hill for Ralph. He quit 


drinking milk and started eat- |\\ 


ing whole grain rice. Just 
whole grain rice. Now, in or- 
der to make a little “bread” 
to buy rice, Ralph enters 


fights with chickens...and ° 


loses. 


Wanda Pyus, age 21, would- 
be-choir girl: Wanda attended 


three churches every Sneey | iN 


daughter of a minister and 
the niece of a bishop, Wanda 
looked forward to the day 


fee 


when she would be consid- cae 


ered serious enough in her 
piety to ring the church bells 
on Sunday and trim the church 
with fresh cut flowers from 
her own garden. 


Sydney Butterworth, age 19, 
rich kid. Sydney had the world 
on a string from the day he 
was: horn.The only son of an 
immensely wealthy Hub Cap 
Baron, Sydney had nothing to 
do but sit around and wait for 
the old man to flake out. In 
the meantime he dabbled in 
education, attending thirty 
different colleges and univer- 
sities. 


Florence Toad, age, undis- 
closed, reads a lot. Florence 
holds four Masters Degrees in 
Education, something her 
father, a high school principal 
in Kansas, would be proud of 
if he still claimed her. Eager 
‘|to get married and raise a 
houseful of children, Florence 
used to spend a great deal of 
time by the telephone waiting 
for someone, anyone, to call, 


a Bymin 
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| One Saturday night on the way 
™@ to church to water the flow- 


ers, Wanda heard bells ring- 
ing. They were festooned 
around the emaciated body of 
Primitive Hippy. Intrigued, yet 
determined to shepherd the 
wayfarer onto the right path, 
Wanda followed him home to 
his teepee. She hasn’t been 


seen in church since. Instead, f= 


she weaves blankets and rings: 
elephant bells; the bells, they 

say, drown out the sound of 

her stomach rumbles. It’s hun- 

gry work ringing all those 

bells. 


While attending his thirty- 
fourth Freshman Welcome 
Dance, Sydney met a group of 
Hirsute Hippies who were 
dropping in for free eats. Syd- 
ney was struck by the total f 

disregard for everything which . 
the hippies had. Considering 
his long string of bad luck in 
the real world, Sydney went 
over to the other side. Now, 


hairy and dirty, Sydney is fi: NQ\ 


nally happy. In two more years 
his inheritance falls due. 


One evening a wrong number 
reached Florence and her des- 
tiny was sealed. A hippy with 
hair over his eyes made a date 
with her, took her off to his 
pad with him and let her wear 
his god’s eye over her face. 
Since then, Florence has been 
immeasurably happy. Now she 
sits in front of the phone and 
reads, waiting for her hippy to 
come back from the store 
with the loaf of bread he went 
out for a month ago. Some 
people just don’t change 
enough. 


“All the news that’s hip”’ 


LOVE MAKES THE WORLD GO ROUND BUT IT DOESN’T BUY A PAPER 10¢ 


THE HIPPIE DRONE 


Weather: Cloudy, Pink clouds, Blue clouds, 


WEEK END HIPPY TURNS ON 12 VICE PRESIDENTS 


Walter Phaque of Scarsdale, N.Y., a week-end 
hippy forgot which day it was and lit up a stick 
of Maryjane in the smoking car on the New 
York Central Railroad while on his way to the 
office. Seated in the car with Walter were 12 
vice-presidents of the largest major firms in the 
country. 


By the time the train reached the terminal, the 
vice-presidents had all hired Walter to come to 
work for them. Now Walter is employed by 
thirteen different organizations as an idea man. 
His first idea is still forthcoming. 


Walter is now concerned what his hippy friends 
will think when they find out that he is em- 
ployed. Heretofore, he had carried off his week- 
end routine with aplomb. Each Friday evening 
after leaving the office, Walter would retire to 
the men’s room where he would doff his button 
down suit and crawl into his rags. A week-end 
of tireless fun and frolic as a child of the flowers 
would follow. 


Walter fears detection by his friends. However, 
this newspaper has ferreted out the facts behind 
this story and can report that all of Walter’s 
friends are also fakes. Only 12 legitimate hip- 
pies were found in The Village by this reporter. 
All were former company vice-presidents. 


Rosy clouds, Mauve clouds 


DOC PIERCE OPENS 


FLYING SCHOOL 


That good friend of all hippies, Doc 
Pierce, has once more donned the leather 
jacket and flying helmet to give instruc- 
tion in the wonderful world of flight to 
the uninitiated. Doc has done this, he 
says, because he thinks flying is a new 
religion and should be crammed down 
people’s throats if they want it or not. 


The basis of Doc’s flights is his experi- 
ence as a pilot. He has made countless 
trips himself and is convinced that every- 
body should try it. “Sure we have a few 
crashes now and then,” says Doc. “But 


what the hell. I like it.” 


DOC PIERCE 
AND HIS AIRPLANE 


“FANCY” 


———————— 


Attending Peace Rally When Struck on the 


POLICE CHIEF . ‘ Back of Neck 
FELLED 


Last month’s peace demonstration in Broth- 

erhood Park was marred by an unfortunate 

BY incident involving Chief Clancy O’Tam- 
many of the police department, chief 

O’Tammany, watchful as rape lest a “love 

in” should turn into a riot (virtually an 

FROZEN impossibility considering that Love Makes 
the World Go Round) got too close to the 

speaker’s stand and was hit on the head by 


RHODODENDRON a 12 pound flower. 


The flower, wielded by one Roger Gooddeal, 
a local hippy, was taken into custody. Roger 
pleaded innocence for, as he said, “Aren’t 
we all?” 


The chief is recuperating at Sterile Hospital. 
He asks that no flowers be sent. 


Agnes, no last name given, was 
picked from a crowd of young 
ladies walking the streets last Fri- 
day night and has been named 
Miss Hippy of 1967. 


The judges who selected Agnes 
based their decision on her dress, 
her attitude, her character and 
her talent. When questioned by 
the judges about the Hippy Phi- 
losophy Agnes said, “What Hip- 
py ? Get off my back, will ya. Can’t 
a girl take a walk up and down the 
street a few hundred times an eve- 
ning without some creeps think- 
ing she’s something she ain’t. 
Hippy Shmippy. I’m just a poor 
working girl.” 


~ MISS HIPPY 


FOR 


The judges have decided to let 
: their choice stick as the police 
67 have cleared the area where most 


: Semford Ghandi Makepeace has charged in an exclusive interview 
of the talent lies. 


with this paper that on the evening of September 32nd he was 
PICKED cruelly and abusively treated by a member of this city’s SS Corps. 

Semford states that he was minding his own business when this cop 
came along and told him to pick up the Popsicle wrapper he had 
dropped on the street. Semford tried to get the policeman’s badge 
number but was unable to as he cannot read. 


Picked Off Street 


See WHERE DOUS IT LEAD? ‘ dale 


A 


& 
ae 
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Anxious parents all across the land spend 
countless sleepless nights worrying about 
their sons and daughters who have aban- 
doned home and hearth for Hippiedom. 
Where have they failed?; they ask. What 
have they done wrong?, they cry. Where 
will it all lead?, they beg. Well, relax, Mom 
and Dad, there’s nothing to blow your cool 
about. Your middle class mores don’t van- 
ish as easily as all that. The years you spent 
drumming “The Good Life” into Junior’s 
head are not wasted. The swell toys and 
nice clothes weren't for nothing. The three 
squares a day aren’t forgotten. You've 
done a good job. Where does it all lead?... 
why, right back where it all started. 


That's right, Dad. By the time you and 
- \ Mom are ready to pack it off to the 
= Peaceful Valley Leisure Living Com- 

4 fii munity and Home for the Young 
Aged, Junior and Sis will be back from 
Drop Out City and ready to take over 
the firm and marry the boy next door. 
And who knows, in a few years, they 
just might present you with a carbon 


Pane ee copy of themselves who can start the 


er ’ whole ridiculous thing all over again. 


a —— eel 
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The Vision 


A Shot Story 


“T’ve got it! I’ve got it! I’ve got it! Oh, baby, this time I’ve 
really got it!” Howard Coward peer dreamily through the 
blue haze of Maryjane which filled the tiny limits of his pad 
‘and smiled, Next to him, struggling to tune her mouth harp 
for an upcoming session with The Flake Outs, Love turned 
to the source of excitement. © 


“Got what, You?” She resumed her twanging on the harp. 


Howard inched his bony frame to a kneeling position and 
tried to snap his fingers together in a gesture of accomplish- 
ment but couldn’t as they were stuck together with the filling 
from a Lady Finger he had cajoled from the waitress at The 
Beanery, a local beanery. “It, Love. I’ve got IT!” 


“Pipe down, man. Can’t you cats keep the noise level down 
in here. Like, it’s daytime, man. We’re trying to sleep.” A 
rasping voice drifted down from the guest hooks. Howard 
paid no attention in his excitement but rambled on to Love 
who now put down her mouth harp to listen. 


“That’s marvelous, You, but I don’t dig. I mean, you’ve got 
it but you don’t say what. Like, should I go kidnap a doctor 
or something?” Love stretched her lithesome frame and cat- 
walked to the window. “Like, maybe I better open the win- 
dow in case it’s catchy, whatever it is you’ve got.” 


Howard leaped to his feet and rushed in front of Love before 
she could raise the window. ‘“‘Like, Love, Baby. Don’t ever 
open that window. You want some air to get in here? Be- 
sides, I’ll tell you what I’ve got.” He grabbed her by the hair 
and pulled her toward a dusty shelf. “I just had a vision, 
Love. And it was the greatest. The colors floated in from 
Eternity in every shade of the rainbow. They came at me 
like the Furies. I was out and I mean OUT. Then something 
funny happened. Like, just when I thought it was over I 
started to see something. The colors were taking shape . . . 
weird shapes. And then I saw it.” 


Love yawned at the endless description which rumbled from 
Howard’s flapping jaw. “Yeah, You, you said that before.” 


Howard began tracing a pattern on the dust of the shelf. 
“Look, Love. This is what I saw.” Quickly rubbing away a 
line of dust here and an area of dirt there, Howard began 
to trace the form of a building on the shelf. As the form be- 
came more recognizeable, Love inched closer, watching 
with anticipation. With a last flourish with his sticky thumb, 
Howard swept a line across the form he had drawn and 
stepped back with swelling pride. “There. The prototype 
of the Howard Coward Drop Out City.” He turned to look 
directly into Love’s eyes. “I’m going to start a chain!” He 
smiled through his greasy beard with self satisfaction. “It'll 
be bigger than Disneyland, Love. Bigger than Reality. Just 
think of it. Hundreds of Drop Out Cities from coast to coast. 
Why, in a few years we could form an international division 
and open them all over the world.” He leaped into the air 
and clicked his heels in uncontrollable excitement. 


by Newton Phygg 


Love let out a sigh of admiration for this creature of genius 
who she knew by no other name than You. She put her head 
on his shoulder and picked up the tempo of an African 
number she had ben rehearsing. ““Ugga abba dum dum do.” 
She sang. “And I mean every word of it, You.” 


Howard had turned already and was on his way to the door, 
being careful to step over the trap which was designed to 
catch Fuzz. He turned to Love as he grasped the handle in 
his sticky grip. “I got to go out and find somebody who 
knows how to write. I got so many ideas floating through 
my head I just got to get them down on paper.” He smiled 
at Love. “T’ll be back in a couple of days. There isn’t anyone 
in this neighborhood who can write. You take care of the 
place. Those guys up there won’t wake up for a few days so 
you'll be alone.” He gestured to their guests and, turning the 
handle of the door, opened it and disappeared in the dark- 
ness of the gloomy hall. 


Love turned back to her sheet music and resumed twanging 
the mouth harp to cover the rumblings from her stomach. 


Two days later Howard rushed into the pad with a bespec- 
tacled, sun tanned, crew cut, clean clothed young man of 
about 19 years of age. The youth, somewhat awed at the 
unfamiliar surroundings nearly fell into the Fuzz trap. 


“Look out, man. Like, that hole goes to China.’’ Howard 
leaped forward and grabbed the boy. “Love, baby. This here 
is Bob something or other. He knows how to write.’’ Howard 
loosed his grip on Bob’s arm and thrust him toward Love 
who looked up from her music with a pleasant smile. 


“Like, hello, Bob something or other. You don’t have a 
sandwich on you, do you?” 


“Knock off the complaints, will you, Love. Once we get 
Drop Out City, Inc. under way you won’t ever have to 
banana sandwiches again. Come on, Bob. Start writing.” 
Howard pushed, the puzzled youth toward a table, being 
careful to clear away a battery full of acid so the young man 
could have an area on which to write. Bob produced a ball 
point pen and waited for the dictation he had promised to 
take. 


“Now here are my preliminary thoughts, Bob. And don’t 
miss a word because, Baby, this idea is the Greatest!” How- 
ard began pacing the floor, chewing on a sugar cube for 
strength. “First of all, the area. We got to pick areas for 
these Drop Out Cities that appeal to kids. You know. Teen 
agers and like that.” He loudly sucked through the cube. 
“The best kind of a place would be near where there is some 
kind of natural attraction, like mountains or oceans or rivers 
and so forth. You know, someplace where there is skiing or 
boating or sailing and like that. Also, they’ve got to be in or 
near some pretty good sized cities. I mean, we can’t put them 
way out in the sticks.” He stopped for a moment and re- 
flected on what he had said. ““That’s real important. There’s 


got to be night life and movie theatres and parks and big 
department stores and fancy shops and all like that real 
close by.” 


Bob wrote as fast as the words flew from Howard’s still 
flapping jaw. 

“Then the buildings themselves. Nothing but the finest. The 
newest stuff around. You know, brick and stone and fancy 
designs and like that.” He stepped to the shelf where his 
original sketch was slowly disappearing under a new coat 
of fresh dust. ““And then there have got to be some really 
way out buildings too. One of a kind things, almost weird.” 
He looked toward Bob to see if he were going too fast. “Also, 
on the subject of buildings, we’ve got to have places for the 
kids to live. You know, big square kinds of buildings. They 
don’t have to look like much. Just big brick things with lots 
of small rooms.” He paused to consider the designs which 
drifted through his mind. Bob kept pace with his ball point 
pen. 


Love reached past the sleeping forms of the house guests and 
took an over-ripe banana from the wall. Peeling slowly so 
as not to make too much noise and thereby interrupt How- 
ard’s planning, she walked to the window and looked down 
on the dirty street below. For nearly a year she had been 
living in what was loosely called, The Village. A rough and 
tumble collection of decaying tenements, long abandoned 
by the original inhabitants to the new wave of shiftless dere- 
licts which tended to accumulate along the Skid Row not 
far from the area, the place had recently taken on a certain 
charm. Small shops and stores dotted the brown, fading 
fire-escape hung streets and here and there a new coat of 
paint attempted to revive the glory that once was home to 
thousands and thousands of hard-working immigrants and 
new arrivals to the city. She slipped the last bit of blackened 
banana into her mouth and listened. 


“O.K.” Howard continued as Bob wrote. “We covered the 
sleeping quarters and the dining halls. Don’t forget about 
those dining halls. They’ve got to take care of a whole lot 
of people so make them plenty big but not fancy.” He too 
took a banana from the wall but thought better of it and 
replaced it. “Next we’ve got to have buildings for group 
sessions. You know, like auditoriums and things like that. 
Not all of the sessions will need an auditorium so make some 
of the rooms just nice sized. You writing all this down?” He 
suddenly paused and looked at Bob who stopped writing 
long enough to allow a puzzled frown cross his brow. 


“Huh? Oh, sure! Don’t worry. I’m getting every word.” He 
glanced back at his notes. “Make some of the rooms just 
nice sized.” He looked to Howard who nodded approval. 


“You did, didn’t you, kid? One of these days I’m going to 
have to learn how to do that.-Write, I mean.” He stopped to 
collect his thoughts and then continued. “Now, some of. the 
sessions can’t cover everything. I mean, the guys we get to 


lead the sessions can’t be expected to remember everything . 


so we better have a place for...” he paused as a frown 
squinted - his eyes shut for a moment and then looked at his 
auditor. “What do you call those things full of words?” 


Bob scratched his ear with his pen, not believing what he 
was hearing. “Books, you mean?” 


® 


“Yeah, books.” Howard didn’t appear to catch the ques- 
tioning look on Bob’s face as he continued his description 
of his Drop Out Cities. “We’ve got to have a place for books 
so the kids that live there can have someplace to read. Then, 
for the week ends when there aren’t any sessions, we’ve got 
to have something for all of the kids to do. Like bowling and 
skiing and movies and restaurants and like that. And maybe 
some games to watch like football and baseball. You know 
what I mean.” 


Bob nodded. Unsure of whether he should speak or keep on 
writing, Bob let his hand fall to his side. 


“Something the matter, Bob, Baby?” Howard lifted the note- 
book and looked at the freshly turned page. “Hey, you 
haven’t written anything on this page and [ saw you turn it 
way back there at “Books.” Howard began to sound angry. 
“Is there something bugging you, buddy? I mean, are you 
trying to tell me something? Like, maybe you don’t like my 
ideas for Drop Out City, Inc.?” 


Bob put the pen into his shirt pocket and folded the note 
paper neatly and placed it on the shelf next to Howard’s 
sketch. “No, your ideas sound pretty good. But,” he stam- 
mered for a moment, not knowing how to continue, “but the 
place you’re describing sounds a whole lot like something 
that somebody else already thought of.” 


Howard became red in the face, something, when contrasted 
against his grub white skin, let it be well known that he was 
incensed. ‘“‘Oh they did, did they? Like who? And what did 
they do about it?” He stopped and turned to squarely face 
his apparent detractor. 


Bob eased his nicely tiagorfiontd frame toward the door. 
He knew that if what he had to tell Howard aroused the 
slowly blinking dreamer now, the animal fury which might 
well up inside him might overcome his own strength. Bob 
glanced toward the door, preparing a sudden escape should 
it become necessary. “Well,” he swallowed hard as he 
watched both Howard and Love intently listening for what 
he was about to say, “yes, they did do something about it. 
They already have a whole lot of places just like your Drop 
Out City, Inc. Dormitories, libraries, classrooms, every- 
thing you describe.” 


“They do? How... When... Where?” Howard grew purple 
as he clenched his teeth tightly between his grating jaw. 
“How long ago was that? Why didn’t I ever hear of them?” 


Bob smiled benevolently and approached Howard. Reach- 
ing under Howard’s matted hair he pulled as he spoke. “How 
could you? You’ve got a banana in your ear?” 


The End 


Dear Orton, 

Do you think that a boy 19 years old should have to 
take his mother along with him when he goes on dates 
with girls? 

Confused 


Dear Confused, 
With girls, no. 


Dear Orton, 
I have a tuxedo which I think is still quite stylish. The 
lapels are pointed, the jacket and trousers are both 
black and the shirt that goes with it has a stiff, starched 
front. Also, I wear laced black shoes with it. What do 
you think? 
Stylish 


Dear Stylish, 
I think you should close the lid and bury it. 


a 


Dear Orton, 

There is a girl on our block who I am crazy about but 
she doesn’t even know I exist. I walk by her house at 
least three times a day and I can often see her standing 
in the yard but she looks right by me. What can I do to 
make her notice me? 


Invisible 


Dear Invisible, 


Write to Stylish in care of this magazine and ask him 
if you can borrow his tuxedo. 


Dear Orton, 


I am a mother. Now, I’m not what you would call a 
prude or a Victorian or anything like that. Why, I even 
like to wear Bermuda shorts to the shopping center. 
But, I have a son who just won’t listen to me. He is 
completely out of control. He won’t wear the clothes 
I think he should. He insists on having his own apart- 
ment. And, I think he is seeing a girl on the sly. Good- 
ness knows what goes on when I turn my back. Why, 
just last week he took a drink at the corporation he is 
chairman of the board of. Is that any kind of behavior 
for a 59 year old son? What is a mother to do? 


Horrified 


Dear Horrified, 
You might start by not wearing Bermuda shorts to the 
shopping center. 


Dear Orton, 

How can you protect the finish on a 650 Horsepower, 
800 cube 12 on the floor GSL to TFX chopped, flopped 
and channeled, over sprung, supercharged, 13 cylinder 
convertible? ' 

Hot Rod 


Dear Hot Rod, 
Don’t hit anything with it. 


Dear Orton, , 

Ihave this professor who has flunked me three times in 
three semesters. It’s not because I don’t know the sub- 
ject because I do. The real reason is he hates my guts. 
I’ve got to pass this course in order to graduate and if I 
flunk once more the Army will get me. What shall I do? 
Dilemma 


Dear Dilemma, 
Learn how to speak Vietnamese. 


Dear Orton, 

You probably think it is. silly for a girl like me to write 
for advice but I am simply at my wit’s end. I am 18 
years old and have just won the title, MISS FANTAS- 
TIC. There were over thirty thousand girls in the com- 
petition so you can imagine what that means. Anyway, 
believe it or not, I have never had a date with a boy. 
They all think that because I’m so...I feel funny saying 
it, pretty, well, they just presume I wouldn’t have any- 
thing to do with them. What can a girl do? 
Fantastic 


Dear Fantastic, 
Call this number and ask for Orton. 775 3465, 


Dear Orton, : 

Do you know how to remove beet juice and grass stain 
from a wedding gown? 

Slipped and Fell 


Dear Slipped 
No. How? 


Dear Orton, 

I want to be an astronaut. I want that more than any- 
thing in the world. The reason I want to be an astro- 
naut is because there really are flying saucers out there 
and I want to be the first to prove it. I could prove it 
now if somebody would just make me an astronaut but 
every time I write to NASA they say I am some kind of 
anut. By the way. I think your magazine is the greatest. 


Outer Space 


Dear Outer Space, 
You must be some kind of a nut. 


Questions to “Dear Orton...” are not solicited, how- 
ever, if some should come in, every effort will be made 
to answer them. 


WILD VISITS 


DONKEY CLUB 


White ties and tails will be the dress of the 
day when the next great issue of WILD ap- 
pears, for the showplace of the affluent so- 
ciety, THE DONKEY CLUB, will be the subject 
which Orton Leffield has chosen for depth 
analysis. What is a Donkey Club? What sort of 
a man goes to a Donkey Club? What is a 
Donkey? Can you date a Donkette? These and 
many more questions. which have never oc- 
curred to anyone will be ripped asunder and 
discarded before we go to. press and in their 
place will be some equally ‘stupid queries 
about the great American put on, THE DON- 
KEY CLUB. So watch for it... 
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THERE'S A FASTER WAY‘!!! 
RIDE A BANZHI 


Experience the thrill of your lifetime. As a matter-of-fact, experience all of your lifetime 
as it flashes before you after you lose control of a Banzai SuperSport on a gravel road. 
There is nothing like it in this world. In the next? You may find out sooner than you 
think. 


' 
Now is the time to live a little. With a Banzai SuperSport you can do just that. You can | 
| 


es 


live a little. Very little. 


There is no longer the need to wear a: huge kidney belt or a grease stained hat. Evening 
clothes are as appropriate. One has to learn to overlook a little grease spot here and 
there, however. The heavy boots of yesteryear are gone too. Sneakers serve just as 

well. Sneakers and about a half inch of heel off your foot, that is. Leather jackets are 
_also out. Short sleeved India madras shirts and Bermuda shorts are in. So are large 
‘ abrasions. 


So be a little daring. Come to think of it, be a whole lot of daring. Ride a Banzai. 


IF THERE’S A BETTER WAY TO GO BANZAI WILL BUILD IT 


A Subsidiary of the HARI-KARI Co., Ltd. 


